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Stretched, stamped and imaged in the maïak of deat.h,
The crown of sucli sweet life! Tour looks, your ways,
Your touches, your slow sniiles, your delicate mnirth,
Ail leading up to thia. . . And hus, the high,
Clear laughter on the throehold of renown,
Courage mnoet like an old song on the lips,
Stilled. . I could àlmnost, weep for hlmn and you,
Weep all my wrong away. My queen, my rose,
Reut with strange swords, my woman of liglit worth,
Bèhold you have brouglit forth death.

SIJÂQONAS enters carrying DE LOTlBINIERE'S wrord, which,
i . obedience to a gesture Of JEAN's, he lay81 acros
DoR.ETE's knees. Shw looks down tqi<m it as though
blin<L

Tour only fruit
Destruction and the. severing steel, the. heat
Of tears unshed, the ache of day and day
Monotonous ini want, inevitable,
The. dry-rot of the. saul Have you no words ?

DoRWFrE. He aaid-he said there were flowers in tii.
foreest,

Whiite flowers hy a blue pool, Our La4y's colours.
May Igo lookfor tbem ? All white, h..aid,
White as thie Virin's hands. But you have made lier
Out o! red wood withi a liglit of fire upon it.
Penliaps the. flowers turned red.

siqAGOAS.There is no fea
Ini tiie forest shadows now for the. fair lady.

JEAiq, Fear'a PAain with that it fed on. To your wilds
Yoii wol! that watched the. flock. 1 will wait her. witii

lier,-
Wait, hearing a certain crying from the. pound,

Thefait nnueralemoutiiing leaves

Of aberry's fall. Go you, go you. .. but firet
Turn me heriiead alittle.tothe 8ole
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